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A Tragical BALLAD, 


Beide me life, betide me death, © — 


To Lord Thomas's wedding In 20, Sos 
Of the Unfor tunate LOVE 8 of Ks She cloathed herſelf in gallant attire, 4 


And her merry men all in green; 
- And as they rode thro' every place, 


| Lord THOMAS and Fair ELEAN OR; 


1 
* 
. 
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The took her to be ſome Queen, 
; 7 Byt when (he came to Lord Thomas's gate, 
Together with "45S N . Sbe knocked there at the pars, © | . 
| | [24 | 5 And wh ſo ready a homas, 
The DowxralLL of the BROWN GIRL. n re ele. 3 
ORD. Thomas he was a bold foreſter, Z 1 ra 


Js this your bride ? fair El-anor faid,” 
Methinks ſhe looks wonderful Brown; 
Thou might*ſt have had as fair a woman 


And a chaſer of the King's deer: 
Fair Eleanor was a fine woman, 


And Lerd Thomas he loved her dear. 


As ever trod upon the Ground. 
Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, he faid, Deſpiſe her not, Lord Thomas he ſaid, | | 
And riddle us both in one, Deſpiſe her not unto me, 
Whether I ſhall marry with fair Eleanor, 


And let the Brown Girl alone ? 
The Brown Girl the has got heuſes and land, 
And fair Eleanor ſhe has got rione; 
Therefore I charge you on my blefling, 
Bring me the Brown Girl home. 
And as it befel ona high holyday, 
As many more do beſide, | 
Lord Thomas he went to fair Eleanor, 
That ſhould have been his bride, 


For better I love thy little finger, 
' Than all her whole body. 


This Brown Girl had a litile pen - xniſe, 
Which was both long and ſhiarp; 

And betwixt the ſhort ribs and the long, 
She prick'd fair Eleanor to the heatt. 


O Chriſt now ſave me! Lord Thomas he faid. 
Methink thou look/ſt wond'rous van, 
Thou uſed to look with as good colour, + 


As ever the ſun ſhined on. 
„ nate gry to 1 bower, O art thou blind, Lord Themes, ſhe ſaid ? * 
2 n e uU en at thering: Or can'ſt thou not very well ſee ? >. | 
on e's was 40 ready as fair Eleanor, | DO doſt thou not ſee my dear beats blood. 
or to let Lord Thomas in. Run trickling down my knee. 
What news, what news, Lord Thomas, ſhe ſaid! | 


What news haſt thou brought unto me ? 
I am come to bid thce to my wedding, 
And that is bad news for thee. 


© God forbid ; Lord Thomis, ſhe faid, 
That ſuch a thing ſhould be done; 
1 thought to have been thy bride my ſelf, 
And thou to have been the bridegroom. 
Came riddle my riddle, dear mother, the faid, 
3 1 5 all in one; 
{ er I hall goto Lord Thomass weddin 
QO whether 1 ſhall let it alone. 1 


Lord Thomas he had a ſword by his ſide, 
As he walked about the hall, 

He cut off his bride's head from her ſhoulders, 
And he flung it againſt the wall, 


He fat the hilt again the ground, 
And the point againſt his heart, 
There never were three lowers ſure, 

That ſooner did depart. 


There's many ate our friends, daughter, 
And many that are our foes; 

Therefore I charge you on my blefling, 
To Lord Thomas's wedding don't go, 


There's many that are our friends, mother, 
It a thouſand were out ſoes. 


FFC 


—— 


_— 


Printed and Sold in Allet mary Church- Yard, Bow- 
2 Lane, LONDON. 


EI 


